XXII
MALAGA
TO come to Malaga from Tangier is to enter Spain
really through the gate of Paradise, where are still
to be found all the sunshine, the fruits, and flowers of the
forgotten garden where man caught his first glimpse
of woman and presently loved her.    And after many
days spent in idleness in that white city by the blue sea,
it is really as the last outpost in Europe which the Arab
still possesses, not materially it may be, but certainly in
spirit nevertheless, that you come to think of her, a city
where there is nothing at all to see, save the city herself,
She still keeps something of the simple unbewildered
life that one has observed with so much uneasiness, as it
were, in Tetuan, for instance, or, if one is fortunate, in
Fez itself, that city of running waters in the midst of
the desert,   So you pass through the Alameda to the
Cathedral, and thence to the Alcazaba and the Gibralfaro
without interest almost, certainly without emotion, your
attention all the time being really caught by the strange
life of the port, the oldest and most famous Spanish port
of the Mediterranean, as you remind yourself, by the life
of the streets, the beauty of the hills covered with vines,
of the valleys scattered with flowers, of the sea that
brings I know not what ancient beauty to the city which
for so long has lived by it, and of the sky that it seems
is here always serene and clear with a sort of beatitude,
an almost pagan blessedness, the mere absence of the